FREEDOM'S  BATTLE

Lorries of militiamen filed through the main streets of the
towns amid the cheers of the populace; and above the patriotic or
political songs, like the final note of a symphony, resounded the
cry: "They shall not pass!" Along the road to the firing line
wended the same joyful procession. The peasants in the fields
would break off their work for a moment to wish them God-
speed, and the children, who had learnt untaught to give the
clenched-fist salute, would leave their game of "Beating the
Rebels" to gaze after them until they were lost to sight in the
distance.

Every town and village had its heroes. In Madrid they were the
men who led the assault on the Montana Barracks. In Barcelona
it was commanding officer P&ez Farras. In Valencia it was
Fabra, sergeant in an engineers' regiment, who turned the
tables on the insurgents by imprisoning them in the barracks and
inciting the men to mutiny against the rebel officers who wanted
to send them out into the streets. In Inin, Lieutenant Ortega. In
Valladolid, the thirty workmen who held up an advancing Fascist
column in the street of Maria de Molina for a whole night. In
Huelva, the miners who fought a desperate and heroic struggle
against four rebel regiments. And in every part of Spain there
were the priests who refused to join the rebellion; the school-
masters shot for being Liberals or Protestants; the Members of
Parliament surprised by the rebels on a speaking tour or when
trying to organize resistance; the girls of the Young Socialist
movements killed when they spoke to the soldiers and begged
them not to fire on the people.

The appearance and discipline of the militiamen improved
daily. They would complete their equipment with a couple of
machine-guns carried off, after much negotiation, from the
artillery ground; wherever they could find any steel-plating, and
the assistance of a metal worker comrade, they would turn their
lorries into armoured cars whose arrival at the front would be
hailed with great enthusiasm; they learned not to waste their
ammunition, to shoot straighter, and to throw themselves headlong
on the ground in an air-raid.
These men knew exactly why they were fighting.
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